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I wonder when you want to 
‘Tetf me 

‘ When did the Cight die 
you wdC rise 
you'd return 
(Phoeni?cfrom the flame 
We'd t earn. ; we'd rise 
you'd return . 
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‘This Is ‘The Song 



Curled tike a snail 
in its shed, a 

middle-aged zooman, 

skirt tucked over legs, 
shoeless feet entzvined, 
lies on the couch 
in a student lounge 
dozing. 

Inside 

she imagines someone looking, 

imagines college hoys Cooking 
at her, 

imagines a crozvd 

Cooking 

at her Cying there 

asCeep. 

Imagines they think, 
she is ridiculous 
at her age 
ready. 

Imagines she zvid make a song about it. 



Wanting to sing, 
she azvakes 

to find 

tzvo coCCege Boys 

Cooking 

at 

her. 



T.dC. 9(neen - (y^LSLCumnae 



I wanted to write you some words you'd remem6er 
words so aCert they'd heap from the page 
and crawC up your Cap to he seated hy your side 
and he there to comfort you, forever. 

‘But it was cCoudy that day and I was Cazy 
so I just stayed in hed thinking about it. 

I wanted to write you some words you'd never forget, 
words so vibrant they'd perform on stage 
and sit ne\t to you in the audience 
and dance in your mind through the years. 

But it was sunny that day and I wasn't creative 
so I Cayed on the grass contemplating it. 

So far this song has no words. 



‘Ketty (jannon 9l 




UntitCed hy ‘Katia 9da(e '91 



‘Wolfing on a beach at night, 
hearing only crashing waves. 

Ad around me is darkness, 
nothing to be seen. 

I sit and stare at the motion of the water. 

It is constant, comforting. 

I know that when the tide goes out, 
it rind come in again. 

Is anything else so consistent ? 

(Dependibdity is something to be treasured. 

As I gaze off into the inky shadows that envelop me, 
I wonder if there is anything else. 

I can't see it. 

I can't hear it. 

Suddenly, along bounds a golden dog 
to break, my dream- like trance. 

9dy shell of tranquil solitude is shattered. 

As I sigh and begin to wadifrom the water's edge, 

I am glad that I had that moment, 
when I was at one zvith the earth. 



Laura Odilton '91 



(But Why? 



years after the zvar 
oh! zoomen! 

Why aren't you atop the zvaCC 
that hoCds you dozvn. 

(POWEH^ t f l %E‘L(DO(M, T.QflALITy 
are yours, naturatty. They have aCzvays 
Seen in your reach. 

(RJSP and take your pCace among the zvaCCbuitders. 



I T(athCeen (M. Jones '90 



9dore Than A (Dream 

(Pain: Was a Sitter taste in my mouth 
in sCozu motion. 

CCenching fists, eyes gCaze over and 
teeth Cock, hard on one another 
I stiffen and float azoay. 

When I return, pain subsides and 
anger is quick, to gnazv at my remains. 
I am naked, I am exposed. 

I Cove the smeCC of honeysuckle in (May 

(Diana (Rhea '91 



4 




CanaC Side Sy (Daniede ‘Banovic '91 




To fA [ana 

I am oBsessed with memories 
Of the happier, heaCthier years. 

Loving us aCC 

foa proved it By your smile. 

As future faded into past 
So did your smile. 

In its place you zvore a hard, frozvning mask, 
c Which you rarely lifted. 

It was those rarities 
I lived for. 

‘Knozving I did 
fou occasionally allowed me 
To peer Beneath the mask. 

To feel your once free flowing Cove. 

Only I could see the root 
Of your mental state- 
your coldness was meant 
To make your leaving easier to take. 

I thinkjyou suspected, 

(But / alone knew that a cancer 
Was eating away at your Body. 

It's fortunate that it spared your heart. 

I knew you'd Be leaving 
When I saw you lying there 
Controlled By the respirator's 
Inflation and deflation- 
The only lung that wanted to live. 

I thank-you forgiving me 
A Cast peek,under your mask, that night, 
your single tear of Cove, 

'Released when I called your name, 

Will eternally moisten the dryness 
Left in my heart at your passing. 



t Michele Accardo '93 



I have no voice to speaf^of, 

‘Hor the desire or ivitt. 
for zvhen I do express my thoughts, 
the ears of zvhich my words fad upon 
are dosed. 

'Empty minds 
and vacant space 
lie Behind the eyes that zvatch me. 

Once again, 
my heart of gCass 
has Been shattered 

By ignorance, careCessness and disrespect. 
One may never mend 
the Broken dreams 
of a BCindness of innocence. 

Can you hear me? 

Are you Cistening? 

I Cove you. 

It is so oBvious 
to everyone But me. 

1 he judgment of character, 
a play on words, 
forgotten promises, 
lime has Built the Boundaries, 
created a shield, 
which protects, 

my thoughts, my feelings, my needs. 

A shield to save 
my mind, my heart, my soul, 
from the destruction of love. 



Efawn Schroth 92 



Untitled By Sadie D'Slmato '91 



Silhouettes standing 
‘Edges marred By the mist 
hanging in the air. 

Under a lightpost the silhouettes pass 
Sind Become people for a moment. 
Then they go Bacf^to the night 
Sind are silhouettes again. 



Slndrea SllBertelli '93 



A far ‘Touch 



I Coo fiat the stars tonight 
and zvonder 
if you are Cooking too. 

And for one moment, zve 
are seeing the same. 

And for that instant-zve 
are not separated, 
there is no distance. 

‘Tonight I shed a tear for 
the miles that 
have come hetzveen us, 
the time zve'CC he apart. 
As my sadness faCCs to 
my cheeks, 

I notice a fading star and 
make one zvish- 
the unspoken zvords. 

And I knozo-you 
zvished too. 



Mary ‘Beth QuigCey '92 



Sweet BaBy James 



Sweet BaBy James sings softCy 
from inside my radio; 

Thanks to CD technology, it sounds 
Sis if he 's here in the room with me- 
Si private concert. 

Ode sings aBout the Berkshires in passing- 
just a Cine in the song. 

Sit home tonight, a man and his guitar 
Witt sing the song for tourists 
In a smatt quaint tavern. 

It thrills them to realize that they 
Odad the taste to vacation in a place 
Written aBout By James Taylor. 

The Cast time I heard the song, I was in 
Such a tavern, surrounded By my friends 
Tor the Cast time of the summer, 
CompCaining that $4.50 for a 
SCice of appCe pie was a tourist price. 

We aCC Cooked forward to the excitement and 
Change September wouCd Bring, 

Were anxious to escape from the 
Tourist trap we Cive in. 

‘How, sitting here, feedng more exiCed 
Than freed, I wonder if a casuaC 
Mention of the Berkshires 
Makes them cry too. 



Laura SCudson '93 




‘UntitCed By Sadie ‘D'SLmato '91 




A Season 



‘What ever happened 
To your 
SpindCy, sturdy chiCd? 

When the 
Arrangement of 
dCues and BCaids 
“Equated the evening nezvs. 

When 

ACC the zvorCd 

was 

coCoring 

In between 

the Cines 

What was the exact date 

“Barbie 

and her crew 
packed the 
pCastic convertibCe 

And drove off Cforever? 

“Do you remember 
when it was the 
9dud Confections Store 

cCosed 

and I 

deserted sticks and sifters? 

When was the 
first night 

I missed 

pressing my face to the 
coCd panes 
to watch your Cights 

into the drive, 

When 



r 



o 



C 



C 



did I Cose my 



Sparkfe 

and become 

Just 

Another 

Loutish 

Lazy 

Lippy 

•Kid. 

A premature sage. 

you question my definitions of 
Height and 

‘Wrong, 

and Sigh 
and Scream. 

‘ What happened to 

infect 

our reCationship, so that the 

peniciCCin 

of a Quiet (Day 
won't dispeC 

‘WO'RXASfft'BILLSA^fU'RSVRpi™ 
i didn't cause; 

they may as wed Be (Mine. 

secondary 

smoke. 

is aiways worse. 

(Regret 

BCeaches your cheek: 

And 

you 

(Don't 

(Remember 

‘When 

“Either. 

(Heather (Parker '93 



‘The ‘Ring 



‘We zuere silly children 
‘Who played in the grass, 

And sang in the udnd. 

‘We would lie on the ground 
And smell the sweet summer air, 
As l whispered words of IFrench 
love in his ear. 

I would sway prettily in his 
arms, 

As he smiled at me zvith his 
wild eyes 

‘The circle of his love so 
complete 

Around my heart. 

‘How, however, that ring of love 
is trampled 
Into the grass 

‘Thrown into the wind, to just 
disappear. 

‘Whispered love songs are 
Violent screams of torment, 
Hurtling through Sitter air. 

‘The world is ugly 
And we, lost love, 

Are living death. 



Lisa ‘Hicoletti '93 
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True essence of life is to be found in the tvind ■ 

It whistles and moves quickly, 
it Becomes violent , and exhilarating, 
it is a gentle Breeze, soothing. 

Sometimes I zvish I could Be whisked away By the wind, 
carried away from all my worries, cares and responsibilities. 
Vo fly above everything with no constraints ■ 

Vhis would Be finding the true meaning of life. 

Vhis is when nature could Be understood. 

Vhis is where I could understand myself. 

Laura dlilton '91 




Untitled By Tatti freidrich 92 
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Snow 



'What are you doing?' ashed Amanda. 

'I'm watching the stars, ' I replied as I gave her a pat on the head. 

Amanda cdmSed onto my Cap and stated, ' < The moon is a very 6ig star. ’ 

'She isn't a star,' I said, 'She is the mighty moon.' 

'Why is she so mighty?' Amanda giggCed Because my hair had 6rushed her 

nose. 

"‘Because she gave us the snow, ' I said matter of factCy. 

Amanda's Brow zvrinkfed. '9-Cow?' she ashed. 

Way, way Bachj many centuries ago, not Cong after chiCdren had discovered 
sand castCes, the moon and the sun had an argument. The sun, Being the Brightest of 
aCC consteCCations, had a haBit of Bragging aBout his aBidty to radiate warmth and 
provide Cife. 

'I am the sun and I am the center of aCC Cife, ' he Beamed, 'But most of aCC I am 
Coved By aCC the BeautifuC chiCdren of our earth. 

‘The sun had said this purposeCy Because he knew how much the moon Coved aCC 
the CittCe chiCdren of the earth and waited for a response. 

When hearing nothing, he continued, 'ChiCdren Cook. for me when they come out 
of the sea. ‘They wait for me to dry their shin and Cighten their hair Before they BuiCd 
sand castCes By the Cight of my rays. I have never seen a sand castCe BuiCt By the tight 
of your Beams.' 

The moon feCt so down and dumpy, she started to forget how BeautifuC she 
reaCCy was. She forgot that her Cight was viBrant, yet soft, and that her fuCCness 
coaled coupCes to pCedge their Cove. 

'I'm so dumpy, ' said the moon, Blinking her eyes. 

The sun Burst out once more shouting, 'The grass! I forgot aBout the grass 
and the way that the chiCdren roCC and pCay in the BeautifuC green grass!' 

The moon Began to cry and she was frightened Because she had never shed a 
tear Before. She Began to shake and her tears feCC to earth in tiny shapes of crystaC 

white. 

It was dusk, and aCC the chiCdren were inside eating their dinners when they 
saw the crystals faCC. ChiCdren came running from everywhere fitted zvith excitement, 




mystery, and joy. SnowBalls were thrown, snowmen were Built, and the children 
waited for more snow to fall Before they suhshed themselves into snow angels. 

The moon opened her eyes and saw all the Beautiful children and how happy 
they were. She continued to cry, But now she was shading with joy at all the 
happiness Below her. “Each tiny crystal the moon had shed had a different shape to 
match each individual child on earth. And she was happy. 

'Is that why she is smiling so?' ashed Amanda, peering curiously at the 

moon. 

'Yes, that is why, ' I answered, 
leather (Dominic^ '93 



Country Church in Winter By Kelly Qannon '91 




Introspection on Life 

Hut why? (Because... responsibility, dignity. (But how? 
Infinite classes, stupendous assignments, finish when? 
Impossible. (Have faith. Stress. Wait... meeting at 12: 1$, 
Lecture at 12:30, inconceivable, don't forego... 

Insanity seeps in... Computer lab, no computer! 

What a concept... Available when? Inhale, exhale. 

What about rehearsal? What music should I get 
for the senior salute? Uh, szvimphony... fes, I'll 
Co-captain... I need to make a tape soon... 

Do you know the hustle?... (Mow many days till 
(graduation??? Too many or too little ... (Resume, 
finished. Applications -no time. ‘Envision interviews... 
EEL gads. (Prepared? Check- Appearance? Cheeky.. 

Are you free on the 16th? 16 th of what year??? 

(Ho, absolutely not. Work? I am exhausted, although 
money is a necessity, fes, I can cater next Wednesday. 
Cjreat, (Hew for lx City!! fou need to study... (Procrastinate . 
Put off till later, but how? I need sleep desperately... 

So and so called... Oh Qod... When? friends- 
When are you around? We never see you. Why do 
you have so much homeworfxyour last semester? 

C'mon, lets go out. I can't.... 

(Priorities... What to do? What about a 
walk, to clear the mind? fes, great idea. 

Oh no, It's Alaska Cold... maybe tomorrow, 
i Really could use the peace though. Put on 
the headphones. Ah... ..Vivaldi... no... 

Sinatra... Thanfxyou Elton John, you 
'Saved (My Life Tonight'. (Relax (Breathe. 

Lighten up francis...fou're much to tight! 

After all, this only your future 



Cynthia (Rayna '90 
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I wanted to unite you a Utter 

and say you were my one and 
onCy salvation in a worCd of isoCation. 

‘To say you were my other haCf 

my souC, the outUt of my inner 6eCiefs 
and knowledge. 

‘To say you were my ce(C partner, 

my perfect Cover, my damnation, my sin. 

A Blanket came to mind, 

of security and comfort 

of dreams and ideaCs in my 

image of you, and not your oum seCf existence. 

ShaCC I teCCyou a Cie. 

you can make me change my name. 

/ can make it a picturesque day, 
of echoing laughter, 

An empty reality. 





When you're aCone at night 

And aCC your old memories come bad k. to haunt you, 
Try to do the things 
That will put you to sCeep. 

Sometimes these don't work i 

Sind there is no pCace to go and no one to calC. 

At this point, begin thinking about the sun... 

The way it reflects light in the trees, 

The way it plays in the hair of a friend, 

The way it follows you while riding in a car, 

And the way it pushes you out of bed in the morning. 

Thinf^about the time of noon 
When everyone's acting a little crazy. 

Then remember the hills you enjoy to hike 
And you'll grow tired of climbing them, 

Tired enough to sleep. 

What you're thinking about 

isn't really the cause of the sweat on your forehead 

it's only the sun 

And sleep is only moments away. 



%elly (jannon '91 



Wh at Bower is Where and Why 

Is there someone in this universe watching us? 
Watch us go? See life flow? 

Stupid game of life • watch us run 

Keeping order, holding fire 

Losing aCC, gonna die, people everyday... 

What's the point, got it ad, 

(jot it figured out, then you thinks 

What if were just some ants in some Big hole 

‘Being watched, Being hunted, Being killed 

Because they have the right- 

And you don't know. 

But hey, the stars, And what of them, 

And do they know your fate 
And then, what of it? 

Life lived out, purpose made 
Carried out, then what of you? 

Bositive thought, what if you do? 

Bower of mind, nothing new? 

Are we meant to know something? 

Is there power in mind? 

What changes lives, are they meant to Be changed, 
And what of deja-vu? 

(Kelp me Cord 
What power is there 
I just want to know 

Where is my realm, why is my heart, my soul 
I ask. these questions, I do not know 
And other worlds, are in the mind 
And are they theirs and why 
fou cannot tell me why, I want to know. 



Chris Kozlowski 93 




To ‘Where are ‘We beaded? Sy Judy Wo Cert '92 

As / Coo hi Sacfi into the mist, I find myseCf staring into the eyes of a zvide-eyed 
CittCe girC. ‘There she stands confident she can make this worCd a Setter pCace. 9{eady 
and uhCCing to risk, it aCC to heCp the underdog; unafraid to stand up and defend any 
or aCC of her SeCiefs. ‘There is something very famiCiar aSout this girC and aCthough she 
knows me very zveCC I don’t recognize her. As the mist cCears, I awaken to find 
myseCf standing in front of a mirror Cooking into the eyes of a woman whose innocence 
is Cost. 

LizSheCCey 93 
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Mine (Deaths, Johannesburg 



The fire was underground 

fueled by fossil gasses 

trapped there Cong before we were. 

Buried zvith it every day 
we were resurrected each evening. 
Little christs. 

<We taunted it with pic f and hammer 
appeased it with 
sporadic human sacrifice. 

Always present, always hidden 
we tried to quench it 
zvith our tears. 

Made of salt and coal dust 
they caused it to flame higher. 

It was our tears that killed us. 



(P.Jl. Kjieen ■ CMflAlumna 



Cow on Western CnCt 6y ‘Timothy drenfioCz '92 
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Loof^to the children 

‘They are the future of the zvorld. 

find, yet, zvhat are they taught? 

Racism, fear, greed, destruction. 

They Coo f^at Cife zvith open minds 
and zvonderous eyes. 

They enjoy the simple things in Cife ■ 
a drop of snozv caught on their toungue, 
a squirrel scampering across autumn Ceaves, 
a crest of an ocean zvave knocking them over, 
a Buttercup pCaced underneath their chins. 
Then, they are taught to Become aduCts. 

Their innocence is destroyed. 

And they zoiCC Cook, to their children, 
as the future of the zvorld. 



Laura dCilton '91 



A (Petal flutters 



PI petal flutters onto the ground 
flo words are said. 

Tlhe man rvith the grey suit steps on it. 

(The beauty's crushed. 

(Bouquets of drying flowers, 
surround the casket 
(Melodies of sad sounds echo, 
through the corridors 
I see indistinguishable friends 
with tear filled eyes. 

(Pulled lips of death show anguish and pain. 

Viewing blacky pants 
I wonder why my eyes close to death. 

Lisa Hames '92 



flagile moments 
As precious as a dawn 
Memories may so easily 

Shatter. 

Andrea Albertelli '93 
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I cannot exist 
zuithout your presence 
in my dfe. 

‘ That is not to say, 

‘ That I cannot Cive zoithout you. 

Tor doing and existing 
are different. 

To doe you must breathe, 
and that is ad. 

To exist you need much more. 

To exist you need to be aware 
of zvhat is around you, 
and gain experience through ad your senses. 
To exist you need to pbay a part 
in an eoent, 

Life. 

Then share what you haoe experienced. 
To exist you need another, 
who zoid enrich your existence, 
you are my chosen one. 

Sind, 

I cannot exist 

zoithout your presence in my dfe. 



Daztm Schroth '92 



I Love 

Longing to teCC them I Cove them 
‘But it sounds strange to my ears 
And I sign, then more appropriate, 

'Love aCzvays.' 

I Cove them aCC, I Cove them one 
I Cove you, I care, and I trust 
And I zvant you hut do the same. 

But strange it does sound to my ears. 

And strange it zvouCd sound to theirs, 

So I refrain and say 'Love aCzvays. ' 

I, in my heart, do Cove you aCzvays, 
do Cove and care for you true, 

I Cong to egress my emotion, 

And say I miss you. I'm homesicl^perhaps, 
But I Cove, I just Cove you 
DearCy and true, 

I Cove you. 

Chris KpzCozvsIq '93 




‘Daddy 



Don't cry, I whispered out Coud. 

9do one heard. 

Just remember, remember ad the good times. 
Wow he showed you faraway places, 
gave his dreams to hold you, 
jokes to make you laugh. 

"I'm sorry,' everyone said. 

Words of comfort? I don't thinkiso. 

Just leave me alone. 

'Don't go now,’ I said in the hospital. 

/ still have to make you proud. 

Can you hear me say l love you? 

Can you wake up, I never got to 
say goodbye. 

Ole knows they told me, he knows. 

‘The wind blew through my hair- 
the stones loomed over the ground... 
dorian grey pillars of sadness. 

Odaybe this way is better for you- but not for me. 
I'm not ready to let you go. ..but I can't do anything, 
I stand frozen through time. 

CBut these words I leave you zvith- 
I love you Daddy, 

goodbye. 

Jdary Deth Quigley '92 



Class of '89 



Me is gone. 

I don't know the date or the time, 
‘But Me [eft me. 

I am fitted vnth Blackness, 

‘With emptiness. 

Without Me I am no one. 

Me zoos my essence, 

My souC. 

I hide my nothingness. 

I am afraid; 

Afraid that no one eCsefeeCs [ike me; 
Afraid that everyone does. 

I search for Me in others. 

I struggle to create the Me 
That they zvant. 

But I have not found the 
%eal Me; 

Mow I am someone else's Me. 

Once in a while I catch 
A glimpse of Me; 

When I laugh, 

When I cry, 

When I feel. 

But then, 

A gesture, a zvord, a glance 
Chases Me away 
And I am no one again. 

Laura Hudson '93 
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An Innocent Stranger 

Johnny lived in a tozvn just life yours 
Jle grew wp in the sixties during the Vietnam 'War 
When Johnny graduated he didn't have much time to celebrate 
for then he was drafted and war held his fate 
Johnny saidgood-Bye to his family and to his friends 
Because he knew he may never come Back, again 
When he got on the Bus he waved good-Bye 
As he looked out the window he could see his mom cry 
When Johnny arrived he got off the Bus 
They showed them their guns , Barracks, and stuff 
Johnny trained for two weeks at the most 
TCe ran about ten Blocks then Bacfto the post 
Then one Friday they practiced no more 
For fate was calling it was time for war 
Ole saw his friends die Before his eyes 
‘But he couldn't worry about that he had to survive 
Fighting for his life everyday 
Between Battles he'd often sit down and pray 
Ole d pray to Qod to Bring him home alive 
\ Don't take me now, I'm too young to die' 

Johnny wore a cross around his neck. 

So if he died they'd know he was a Catholic 

Johnny wrote home as much as he could 

Olis parents were proud they thought he did good 

‘Then one day the letters stopped coming 

They waited and waited and still there was nothing 

They asked the government they could wait no more 

For fate too fits tod Johnny died in war. 



Deborah A. McDonald '92 



‘Explanation 



‘Because I wanted the sun 
hut I could never quite reach. 

Because I wanted to see the top of the mountain 
hut could never climh that high. 

I've died a thousand times and lived a million more. 

The days have always been editing and full, the world 
has been my treasure and passion. 

On ocassion I've found warmth and sight; while other times 
I've experienced cold and confusion. Through my desire I 
have gone to a place that touches the soul deeply. 



Kathleen 9d. Jones 90 




32 ‘Ducks. 9\ Ip, swans by ‘Kelly Qannon '91 



What about this - 

this issue of dead musicians ? 

Some sped, woven in a melody 
sung; 

Why do I raring myself out 
soggy zvith sorrow 
over the death of 
this guitar -playing, drum-6eating 
shaggy-haired 

mother's disappointment ? 

It's certainly not his persona. 

Amoral, hairy -chested, cocksure, 
die lived as he died; as he shouldn't have, 
dig college graduate he. 

(His death so common - 
surely a god 
would go zvith more of his 
signature flair. 

(Mothers, 

don't let your Sadies grow up to Se 
rocll stars. 

They flirt zvith the public's thousand 

eyes, 

and just when 

you grow up 

(and they feel so zvithin your reach) 
he smiles - 

laughs - 

(Slue) eyes afire. 

tosses his beautiful hair, 
and with a backward glance 

(that stubbled, sculptured cheeHyou know so well) 

is gone 

in one plucHof a Les Haul 

string 

in one toomb'of a drum 

stick 



(Heather (Parker '93 
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Untitled By Amy ‘Cisnausl^as 90 



Lost in... 

Eluding 

Intriguing 

‘Riveting 

Caressing 

... ‘Broom Eyes. 
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Cyntfua Rayna 90 



Change 

‘BCossom 

Cike 

the 

fresh new 
spring f Cower. 

Qrow 

Cike the 

green 

grass of 
summer 

‘Ripen 

(iRe the 
appCes 

that hang 

from 

an 

autumn tree. 

‘Do not 
become 
stagnant 
Cike. a 
pucCdCe 
after 
the rain 
has fatten. 

^Rather 
change 
zoiththe 
passing 
of each 
new day. 



‘Patti DevCin '93 



Love ‘Triangle 



She brought us together on that warm summer night 
‘Refreshing and cooC - her magical spirit joined us as one. 

‘But she grew jealous, reached out her arms and enraptured him in her depths. 

for a while we shared him ■ a struggling tug of war 

I thought I was the victor as he grew tired of spending his days without me. Die 
described long starry nights of lonliness. 

But she had won him from the beginning 

Oder unpredictable manner ■ inviting one day, destructive the next. 

Oder eternal ways of mystery intrigued his curious spirit. 

Oder far-reaching experiences lured him baefi 
Rind they were united again. 

A love triangle no longer 
‘ The sailor and the sea. 

Jennifer fearwood '91 



36 



x=y 

Clothing exciting, nothing inviting 
‘But the onCy right anszver 
‘No deviations accepta6le. 

Witt you Cove me anyzuay 

-ifmyz 

never 

equals y? 



I tried so hard 
to male it right for you 
And I got ready cCose 
■only a ‘Decimal Boint away 
But I just couldn't make it fit 
so 

I quit. 

Andrea AlBertetti '93 



I do find solace 
in the Beauty of words 

And the raining of 

confidence 

In aspects of 
Bvery day. 



Chris ‘Kpzlowshi '93 
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!A Wrong Move 



‘The moon shimmered across the caCm ocean water . f Ihe wind Blew ever so 
smoothly, Barely moving ‘Katie s hair. ‘The waves rolled in like crawling fingers, 
reaching out to grasp her leg. 

Katie's eyes wandered across the sand where she spotted him. Ode was 
standing ankle deep in the water. Odis white pants rolled up to just Below his knees. 
‘The lost expression on his face made Katie wish that she could take Back, the words 
she had yelled at him. 

She had only wanted him to understand her, yet, they ended tip in a fight. She 
thought that they should see other people. She wanted to test their love and Be sure it 
was real. She was unsure if their love was the type to last. Jeff, her Boyfriend, had 
taken the whole thing to Be a sign that their relationship was no good if she had to 
question their love. 

She tried to explain that the relationship was fine, she was scared that they 
were moving too fast. Katie tried to tell him that she wanted to see other people, to 
prove to herself that she and Jeff were really made for each other. 

Mow Katie wished she had never taken the advice of her friend Laura. This 
great advice might have caused her to lose the only man she had ever loved, die 
loved her Back j 

Jeff looked over at her. Mis eyes were glossed zvith Boiling fury shozving the 
hurt and resentment over the fight. Mow she just wanted to take everything Backs 
They could go Back, to Being Jeff and Katie forever. ‘But she couldn't go Back . She 
felt embarrassed to say to him that she was wrong. 

She looked Back, over at him, But he was gone. She raced across the Beach 
searching for him. She couldn't find him anywhere on the Beach. She walked up onto 
the road toward his parent 's house. She went up to the door and knocked. Mo one 
answered, so she sat on the front steps waiting for Jeff. Sifter two hours of waiting 
for him to come home, she left. 

She had told her parents that she was going to stay at the Beach house zvith 
some friends from college. Katie had really planned that she would meet Jeff at the 
Beach for spring Breaks The plan was great . They would spend the whole week, 
together. Today was their last day together Before she would go Back, to college in 
Mew forks She had chosen today to tell Jeff of her plan on seeing other people right 
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after dinner. Me just exploded and then they fought. Ko thing was going Katie's 
way today! 

She got undressed and went to 6ed. She had a hard time fading asleep, hut 
eventually she dosed off into a deep sCeep. She awoke at six.- thirty when her aCarm 
went off. She got up and turned on the radio white she showered and dressed. 

Sis she sat down to breakfast she wondered if Jeff was stiCC angry at her. She 
walked over to the phone and her fingers diaCed Jeff s house. She Cet the phone ring 
for several minutes in hope that he was in the shower and wouCd answer, hut he 
never did. ‘Katie Cooked at the clock. and noted that in three hours her pCane was 
leaving for Kew forkis JTK 

She put aCC her suitcases in the front halt and walked off to Jeffs house. She 
hanged on the door, hur there was no answer. She walked over to the stonewall and 
removed the hidden spare key. She unlocked the door and walked in. 

‘The smell of stale salt water filled the room. The house was totally empty of 
any human presence. All sign was non-existent. Katie went into his bedroom and 
saw that his bed had not been slept in. 

Katie was in a hysterical state by now and ran to the garage only to find his 
car still there. ‘With two hours until her plane was to depart she drove around 
Leboneye looking for Jeff . After checking all the back. roads and local hot spots she 
went back, to her beach house. 

She felt azvful about leaving without saying good-bye to Jeff, but school 
called. ‘Before leaving she phoned to notify his parents. They said not to worry, that 
they would take care of everything. 

Jeff, having thought over his feelings, drove to the airport to catch the next 
plane to 9jew fork. ‘When he arrived he was too upset to talk, to anyone, slaving 
not been able to say good-bye to Katie made him so angry with life, that he joined the 
Army the day after Katie's funeral. 

Tier plane had engine trouble and went down into a 9jew Jersey Bower 
t Plant . There were no survivors. 

JleCen %. Odandigo '92 
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^Hearts 



‘There's Ceft and there's 
right, there's up and 

‘There's down, hut have 
you my dear, taken a 
look, all around. 

A man on a street vent, 
hovering for some heat, 
'stealing' from garBage 
cans what you left 
on your plate. 

‘The children are running 
running from pain, living 
off strangers that 
put food on a plate. 

Open your heart, look. 

at your feet, look.at your 
ladder, can you take a 
step doom? 

S. T. Rissier '90 



‘Trust searches for a home where it is secure, 
It searches for a heart to hide in. 

‘ Trust searches for the love 
that lets it live. 

Andrea Alhertelli ‘93 
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5 \ Qght Chant 



I see the face in the 
"Evening mist , 

And in my fate and phot 
A tzvist. 

from the evening unto 
The church spire, 

The Cove of time is not 
"My true desire. 

In my life, 

fatality reigns 

Through the earth and 

A million Brains 

To entrance the heart, the Blood 

Tuns cold 

Only tzvo or three to whom the story 
Is told 

Tind the hey; undo the Cock i 
Destroy the face 
Of the pendulum cloche 
Mire the pain to go away 
Love the night, But not the day 
Mear my voice and its cry 
Then, we too, must finally die. 



Lisa MkoCetti 93 



It is difficult for me 
to explain my feelings to you, 
because I am so unsure of them myself 
Although it is not you 
zoho hurt me, 

I can no longer trust someone 
without some sort of proof 
A guarantee, 

that my world will not shatter 
just as I begin 
to get dose, trusting myself, 
needing you. 

Hut you are unable to give me 
that type of security, 
for one does not exist. 

Lost in the rubble, 

I can not see, 

for the ashes have blurred my vision. 
I can not fed, 
but the weight 
of broken dreams. 

I can not hear, 
only the sorrow 
and distant cries, 
of those Cost around me. 
dhe tears wild never show, 
for my pride wild not let them. 

9dy scars of reckless love, 

I zvill cover zvith the paint, 
much like that of a clown. 



(Dazvn Schroth '92 



The Mysteries of ‘The Almighty 
‘Based on Job 11:7 

'Con you fathom the mysteries of Qod? 

Can you probe the limits of the Almighty?' 

Can we ever measure the mysteries of the Almighty? 
‘What shall we measure them with? 

A gray sty reveals snow, the wind brings rain. 

It is the beginning of a season! 

One marvels to perceive a fluctuating weather 

from an unbearable wintriness, to an illuminating summer, 

sandzviched with a bloomy spring. 

‘We are pregnant zvith curiosity, 
filled zvith desire for tyowledge 
about conversion of the seasons, 
but it is not for us to tyow. 

It is a mystery. 

Marvelous to us is your handicraft, 
dlow profound your worty are. 

'Even if we could count them, 
they number as the stars. 

Can we fathom the mysteries of the Almighty? 

Christina Blay '91 
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Oceans EHznde Us 



‘ TechnoCogy Unites Us 
Words “Escape Us 



Jennifer fearwood '91 





A WorCd of fantasy 

I'm Cost in my worCd of fantasy 
Cost in a worCd of iCCusion 
Someday my fantasy ends 
and the iCCusion Becomes readty 
and I wiCC have to face them. 

I Cike my zoorCd of fantasy 
I'd like to stay forever. 

‘But I'm growing up now 
and getting older and as reality 
sets in I grow colder. 

It's hard to face reality 
I've Been hurt so many times. 

I want to go BacfCto my 
own CittCe world where no one 
can hurt anyone. 

I like my worCd of fantasy 
But I'm older now and must 
face reality. 

I was hurt again and this 
time Bad. 

I can 't ignore this hurt as 
I did the others. 

So why Be hurt again 
I go Backi to my worCd of 
fantasy and Cet reality go on 
without me. 



Sara Amp Co '92 



Su>cet Music Man 
To ‘Daddy 

Many a favored toy has 6een abandoned for the 
Privilege of bringing him his guitar: 

Me taking mincing, tip -toed steps so 
‘Ihe case wouldn't bump on the floor. 

Me popping open the clasps with a 
Practiced flief^of the wrist, 

Lifting the lid, and breathing in the 
Woody, musical smell of the instrument. 

Me always strums a few hesitant chords 
Pefore he begins, as if to make sure that 
' The music is still zvithin him. 

Once assured, he sings with a voice that 
‘Erases hate and anger, that 
IFills me with joyous 
Pride. 

If he knew the value of the tradition 
Me has given me, I could not love it. 

Mis gift is that he zvill never 
Sing for reasons other than his ozvn; 

Me zvill never change his words or add 
Marmony; he zvill always sing only for 
Mimself - and for me. 



Laura Mudson 93 



‘Being Answered 



‘What can I answer when you question me? 

TeCC me what you are thinking, ' you say. 

Would you want to be in my mind when I'm thinking ? 

It tends to run zvild... 

I think,of catching a wave and riding it in- 
to see how far it takes me, 

I think, of swinging high on a szving and jumping - 
to see if I canfCy, 

But mostly I thinfiof hiding behind my mother, like 
I did as a child, so you can't see me, so you won't hurt me. 
‘These are a few of my thoughts when I'm with you... ask, 
me again tomorrow and maybe I'd let you in. But if I don't 
and you get discouraged, think,but this: 

That these thoughts did lie here in my mind, and if 
these thoughts are of you, in my mind, then you are also a 

part of me. 



Mary Beth Quigley '92 



A Journey Through Monday 



I sazv Jeanette the other day. Jeanette lives in the part of London my collegiate 
friends have never seen. This section of toivn is not near Westminster Ab hey or (Big 
( Ben or trendy night clubs. This side of the city is not drunks zvith happiness Because 
dasses are finished for the day. Where Jeanette fives ; no one receives any maiCfrom 
the outside zvorld or goes jogging through 'Kensington (gardens. 

Where Jeanette Cives, people zvander zvithout zvatches and they only knozv that 
coffee is hot ■ they cannot taste. Some of Jeanette's friends are only friends for a day, 
an hour, or a minute of introduction. It 's in the part of city that people have never 
seen a Walkman or heard of a singer named (Bono. 

When I traveled to this section of London I zvas prepared to give up tzvo zvords. 
Those tzvo zvords, I WAAfT, had Begun to eat azvay at my hair and zvortf their zvay 
dozvn to my feet. I zvanted to rid my soul of the fear that I, too zvas Becoming a 
monster of materialism; a lover of useless "things. ' Only rich students study abroad. 
Only the zvealthy can afford to send their kids over there. I am not and zvill not Be 
one of them. 

I started my journey on a Monday and I've taken the same route several times. 
A(p longer do I zvaltf through a littered street zvithout thinking of those zvho pick. at 
each morsel, searching for any Bite to eat or zvishing for a discarded pair of shoes. 
A Ip longer do I zvander into a library or museum zvithout the gratitude that I am 
literate. 

Once, someone told me that no matter hozv much you plan and organize a trip, 
you cannot put your feelings of attachment to that place and those people on your 
itinerary. When I see Jeanette, I thinlfof my plans, my organization, my calendar of 
events. 

Jeanette - a troubled zvalk. and even more troubled mind. We are traveling 
together to the other side of the hospital. We are follozving the path to her therapy 
group. 

"Will this BCadf leather cause offense?" she asks. 

'A(p,' I tell her, "it's a fine jacket." 

"Thank.you mam. I hope I am not a Bother." 

She shuffles alongside of me. Jeanette is not old, maybe in her thirties somezvhere. 
The Black.plastic jacket contrasts zvith her Bright pinki v-neck. t-shirt. (Her jeans are 
zoom in the knees and they do not reach the top of her sneakers. Jeanette's short, 
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choppy Brown hair is separated 6y a jagged part, tier green eyes Cool c, straight 
doom the corridor and her zviry, soft hands hoCd tight to my arm as we wa(fs(ow(y 
to the 'Activity %oom . ' Activity ■ (Fred 6Cozving his nose, Annie rocking Backhand 
forth, screeching occasionaCCy, and Jeanette, caressing and smoothing her coat. 
Doctor Stone Ceads the group of sCumBered thoughts and tries to stir their hearts. 
‘They do not (oof to Cife. 'They do not see, hear, thinks (earn, or create - they onCy stare. 

'We have arrived. I heCp Jeanette Bring a chair to the taBCe and her grip Coosens 
from my arm. She joins the group - my escort (eaves me. 

Ofo, no Bother at a((. 

Lauren ‘McQovem 9l 




Qrandmot fur's ‘Kiss 

I've, [earned the value of a grandmother's hiss. 

It is one that's desired 
And never grows tired. 

A grandmother's hiss is one of tradition. 

Its degree of Cove 
Is constantly rising above. 

Did yon ever notice how soft her dps are? 

I Her many years could never tahe away 
‘The care and concern in her dps to stay. 

Once I ignored my grandmother's hiss. 

‘The time was so grey 
Without something to say. 

•Don't ever turn away from a grandmother's hiss. 
Tor come one day 
It vnll Be sorely missed. 



•Patti Treidrich '92 




Untitled 6y Anonymous 

Even the trees don't lool^alive, 

surrounding the zvalled playground of cement. 

Lhe houses have regurgitated 

their once contained CiveCihood. 

‘The fear of easting 

is familiar to the habitants. 

‘ The living move as serpents 

and the remaining have forgotten their names. 



Lisa James '92 
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Ofpzv, 

ACC I can (Co is rememBer 
tfiefeedng I got, 
just tfunfjng of you. 

As if you couCd touch me, 
from across the room, 
cCasp my heart in such a zvay, 
that makes me Cose my Breath. 
UnaBCe to speaks 

for the feedng zoos so overzv helming. 
I zvas intimidated By your caring 
instead of Being gratefuC. 

I needed time to experience, 
and to grozv as a person. 

I had to Cet you go. 

I'm not sorry 
for my irresponsiBitity, 
for zve Ceam through our mistakes . 

I did [earn 
the hard zvay, 

of the crueC games people pCay 
zvith spirits theyfeeC they ozvn. 

I thinker knozv zvhat it is that I need, 
feeC I deserve. 

I have suffered, 
it continues, 
each time I see you. 

I am missing a piece to my spirit. 

An ache pierces my heart 
at the thought of never haznng, 
a second chance. 

I search aimCessCy 
for the anszvers to questions. 

I cry. 

Ofozv, 

aCC I can do is rememBer, 
the zvrong that zvas committed, 
and the feedng I get, 
just thinking of you. 
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t Dazvn Schroth 92 



dhe Child 



you are Toying in a coffin- 
your haunted eyes are forever dosed, 
your mother heat the life from you, 
and onCy I had fnown. 

Mary “Beth QjiigCey '92 




ded me zvhy you cry... 

Show me the bruises and scars 
that even dothes can't hide. 

She hore you, raised you and hurt you. 

‘Don't protect this woman-s he's doing wrong, 
you know it's not a tie. 

I wanted to heCp...hut I didn't know 
what to do. 

I heard you crying, / heard the muff Ted screams... 
then I watched and saw you deed. 

‘How I Coof at you-so peacefuC at Cast... 
the woman who did it to you stands solemn- 
her face only a masf 



Diana 9(hea '91 
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Conjured thoughts 
zvell- developed and detailed 
improved over time 
images of perfection 
mapped-out plans of future days 
time seems precise 

Careful, thought provoking daydreams 
ripped apart By reality 

each day, each hope is tainted 
as the hour hand spins 
days pass 

and leave yesterday's certainties 
today's misconceptions. 

Jennifer fearwood '91 
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(Diana ‘Rfiea '91 
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Phoenix 



‘The ‘Phoenvc staff zvi 



stories, art ivorf at 
atfozued for a more t- 
materiaC received bu Phoenix 
SpeciaC thanks to fPi 
Xarenann Carty for^^ 
foCCozv zviCC have con~ 



OVERSIZE PN 6110 ,C7 P5 1 



990 



BORROWER S NAME 



vho submitted poems, 
submissions received 
}Ce to print aCC of the 
t of student interest, 
ibte deaddnes, and to 
vpes that the years to 



GILL LIBRARY 

COLLEGE OF NEW ROCHELLE 
NEW ROCHELLE, NY 10805 



